CHAPTER X

jlNDER the great void reserved by the
height of the roof for the  upward
flight of prayers the motley crowd of
human beings was huddled together
like a flock of sheep
They weie all there^ at the foot of the catafalque
surrounded by lights and  covered with  flowers
Durville3 old Maury, Delage, Vicar^ Destree, Leon
Clim, Valrosche, Aman, Regnardj Pradel, RomillVj
and  Marchcgeay,  the  manager.     They  were all
there,  Madame  Ravauds  Madame Douice, Ellen
Midi, Duvernet, Herscbell, Falempin, Stella,, Mane-
Claire3 Louise Dalle., Fagette, Nanteuilj kneeling,
robed in black, like elegiac figures.    Some of the
women  were reading  their   missals.    Some were
weeping.    All  of them  brought to the coffin of
their comrade at least the tribute of their heavy
eyes and their  faces pallid from the cold of the
morning.    Journalists,  actors,  playwrights,  whole
families of those artisans who gam their living by
the theatre, and a crowd of curious onlookers filled
the nave,
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